Which, fixt t'a pillar or a grave, doth sit

Bedded, and bath'd in all his ordures, dwells

So foully as our Souls in their first-built cells:

Think in how poor a prison thou dost lie,

After enabled but to suck and cry:

Think when 'twas grown to most, 'twas a poor inn,

A province pack'd up in two yards of skin,

And that usurp'd or threatened with a rage

Of sicknesses, or their true mother, Age:

But think that death hath now enfranchised thee,

Thou hast thy expansion now, and liberty:

Think that a rusty piece discharg'd is flown

In pieces, and the bullet is his own,

And freely flies: this to thy Soul allow;

Think thy shell broke, think thy Soul hatcht but now;

And think this slow-pac'd Soul, which late did deave

T" a body, and went but by the body's leave,

Twenty perchance or thirty mile a day,

Dispatches in a minute all the way

'Twixt heav'm and earth; she stays not in the air,
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To look what meteors there themselves prepare;
She carries no desire to know, near sense,
Whether th'air's middle region be intense;   ^
For th'dernent of foe, she doth not know
Whether she pass'd by such a place or no;